TWO SYMPHONIES

Monsieur Floche. The documents, it appeared, were more
numerous than my master had at first led me to expect;
there was soon no question of a mere afternoon's visit;
Monsieur Floche was kind enough, on the recommenda-
tion of Monsieur Desnos, to invite me to stay for a while
at the chiteau of La Quartfourche. Although Monsieur
and Madame Floche had no children, they did not live
alone; a few careless words let fail by Monsieur Desnos
fired my imagination and filled me with the hope of
meeting company there far more attractive than any
dusty documents of the seventeenth century; my thesis
soon became a mere pretext; it was no longer as a scholar
that I proposed to visit the cMteau, but as a Nejdanof,1
as a Valmont;21 peopled it with adventures. La Quart-
fourche! The Crossways! I repeated the mysterious name
again and again. '"This," thought I, "is the scene of
Hercules* hesitation * . , I know indeed what awaits him
on the path of virtue; but what of the other road? , . ,
the other road..,."

Towards the middle of September I put together the
best of my modest wardrobe, replenished my selection of
tics, and started*

When I reached the station of Breuil-Blangy, between
Pont-FEveque and Lisieux, it was already night. I was the
only person to get out of the train. A sort of peasant
dressed in livery came up to me, took my bag, and
escorted me to the carriage that was waiting on the other
side of the station. The appearance of the horse and
carriage cut short any flights of imagination. A more
lamentable turn-out cannot be conceived. The peasant
coachman went to fetch my trunk, which I had registered,
and the springs of the old barouche sank under its weight.

1 Xtfdaaof, hero of Virgin JW/by Tuigenev.

* Vatmmt, hero of Les Uofoons dsmgreuses* by Laclos.
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